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5 Ih. Wanne 0, 
iN yon bill where Stinchar fox 

; Are moors and moſſes mony, O; 

The wintty ſun the day has cloſ'd 
And FI away to Nannie. O. 

The whit ling wind, blows loud and ſhrill, 
The night, s baith mirk an' rainy O. 

But I'll tak” m my pleag an out I'll ſteal, 

88 And oer the hill t Jannie, O. 


; My Nannie's charnilng ſweet an ' young, 0 { 


* Nae arifu' wiles to win ye, O; Ar 
* May ill befa' the flattering tongue, 11 
| That wad beguile my Nanny, O. 05 
Her face is fair, | her heart is true, bu 
As ſp otleſs as ſhe's bonnie, . In 
3 3 ning gowan, wet wi' dew, et! 
1 Nae Purer is than Nannie, O, "1 
A country Jad i is my degree; Wh 
An' few there be that ken me, O, q | 
But what care I how few there be, On 


Ile''m welcome to my Nannie, O. 
: Hh riches a' my penny fee, 
An I maun guide 1 it cannie, O, | 
But warldly gear ne er troubles me, © 
My paooghts are a my Nannie, O. 


0. aul güdeman delights to view, 
Hi 3 an * thrive bonnie, 0, 
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Bit i'm as b'yth that hauds his ploogh, | 1 
An' has nae care but Nannie, . Mi 


Come weel, come woe, I care.nac bys © Eres i 
| tak what heaven will ſend | me, O. „ 


ie ither care in life have . 
But to ive and love my Nannie, N 
by — 8 ns; 
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Shannon's Fl lowry Banks.” 


[N ſummer when leaves were green, 
And bloſſom, deck'd each lde 
dung teddy then declra'd his lov 

His artleſs love to me; 

n ſhannon's flowery banks we ſat, 
And there be told his tale CL, 
n Patty ſofteſt of thy ſex, 

Oh let fond love prevail ! 

h well a-day, you fee me pine, | 
In ſorrow and deſpair, FFC 
et heed me not, then let me die, 2 
and end my grief and care. 
A no dear youth, I ſoftly ſaid, 1 
duch love demands my hanke, 85 | 
l here I vow eternal truth, EE "i 
Va ſhannons flowry banks | 


d then we gather” d ſweeteſt dosers, 
And play' d. ſuch artleſs pranks, 
toe is me the preſs- gang came, 


ind loro d my Ted wee „„ i 


K 


1 Juſt ben we Ea next morning fai 74 

lo be our wedding day, 

My love he cry'd, they force me hence, 
But till my heart! is thine; 

All peace be yours, my gentle Pit, 
While war and toil is mine; 

With riches Il return to thee— 
1 ſod'd out words of thanks — 

And then he vow'd eternal truth, 
On thannon' s flow'ry banks. 


And then he vow'd eternal truth, 
On ſhannons' flow'ry banks, 
And then I ſaw him fail away, . 

And join the hoſtile ranks, Vi 
From morn to eve for twelve dull months, | 
4 His abſence ſad I mourn' d 
| The peace was made -- the ſhip came | bad 
1 But Teddy ne'er return'd, 

His beauteous face, his manly form, 
* Has won a noble fair, 
, Mx Teddy's falſe ynd J fo lorn, 
|. Muſt die in fad deſpair, 
Ye gentle maidens fee me laid, 

While you ſtand round in ranks; 
And plant a, willow o'er my head, 
" manbom - s flow ty banks, MEE 
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81 went up yon Kenny mountains, 

Fy Through. among the bloomy heather, 
There I eſpied a bonny Laſs [| 
Was gathering, of her flocks together. 
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O' er the moor among the heather. . 
O'er the moor among the heather, 10 


There 1 eſpied a bonny Laſs, 3 
Was gathering of her flocks together. 


) where is thy lane ſae far fra hame, 
bs. | ſpier'd at her what was the radder, 
he ſaid I tend the fleecy flocks, | 
That rove among the b'ooming heather. 
O'er the moor, &c. 


JaCh 


) we laid us down on yon hill-fide, 

So warm and ſunny vas the weather, 
he left her flocks at large to rovecg, 
To feed among the bloomy heather. 

N ; : O'er the moor, cc. 


Now whilſt we laid ſhe ſung a long, 
Her echo rung a mile or farther, _ 
Her tune was bonny, her ſong was this, 5 
Out o'er the moor among the heather. 
Oi the moor, & [230 


| . 


f 0 may 5 abate be fine on me, b 
I dare not think of any other, 
Dis s ſelf was ne'er ſo fair, 
As che 2885 Laſs 1 the Fenber. : 
_ Oer the moor, &e 


| Said I my charming bony Laſs, 
L et thee and I now wed together, 
And then dur time we'll fweetly daſs, 
And feed our flocks among The heather. 
O'er the moor, &c, 


J kiſs'd her lips which were ſae ſweet, 

Nothing to me was greater pleaſure ; 

; I E her to my panting breaſt, 

And roll d her o'er the blooming heather, 
O'er the moor, &c 


7 Then we e approached Hymen's ſhrine, 


When you are gone campaigning 


Where he join'd heart and hand togetite 

And. now we leave the cheerful nine, 

I 0 feed our flocks on blooming heather 
Ofer the moor, &c, 


Can you to the Battle |ii 


NAN you to the baitle march a way, | he 
| And leave me here complaining, 
1 am ſure *twill break. my heart to lay, 


Cuo. Ah! no, abe]! no, poor Maudlin, ; 
Will never quit | her rover, 
| Ah no, an! no, poor Mauglio, | 


N 
Will go with you all the world over. 
Cheer my love, you ſhall not grieve, _ A 

A ſoldier true you'll find me, + Wl 
{ could not have the heart to- leave. 

My little girl behind me, 

Can you to the battle go, 

To woman's fear a ſtramper ! 

No fears my breaſt ſhall ever know 

But when my love' s in danger. 

Then let the world jog as it will, | 4 

Let all our friends forſake us, " 

We both-ſtall be as happy ſtill 


as love an war can make 8 "| 
if. £1 | 3 


oy Lilies of the Valley. 

ER barren hills and flow'ry &alcs, 
O'er feas and diſtant ſhores, 

Vith merry ſong and jocund tales 

ve paſt ſome fleaſant hours; 

ho' wand'ring thus ne'er could 1 find 

girl likelblithſome Sally, 

ho picks and calls, K cries aloud, | 

vet lillies of the valley. A 

tom whiſtiing o'er the harrow'd tuif, {5-2 6 

ſom neſting of each tree, 

boſe a ſoldier's life to wed, 

locial; gay, and Free; e 

t tho' the laſſes love as well, 2355 

d often try to rally, e 

ne pleaſes me like her, who cries, „ 

tet * of the valley. 
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m how e of? "BR akne d, 

& To uſe my native toil, 

" From fghting of my country $ foes, | 
To plough my country's foil: 
I cate not who with either pleaſe, 

. So I poſſeſs my Sally, 5 5.0 
That little merry nymph. who cries, 

| Sweet lilies of the _— 35 
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| |. The Honours of W ar. 


1 0 W ſhould a ſoldier ſpend his hours 


In war, in arms, in battle, 
None but a fool conſumes his powers, 


n doubt, in feats, and prattle: 

Mars, in deſpite of Janger's frown, 

Is lively, brifk, and jolly, 2 

Bind but his brows with a laurel crown, 
And he de er grows melancholy. 


